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The hotel stood several hundred feet above the
surrounding country and looked down to where the
small neat gardens and bungalows of modern
Carthage cover the old, but how the occupants
ever do any gardening I do not know, for the
ground is just a mass of broken bricks and remains
of masonry* Across the shimmering Gulf of
Tunis, the distant hills were purple and blue, and
Tunis itself was a vague blur of green* In many
respects this place was not unlike the Italian
Riviera, and as I sat enjoying the charm about me
I thought how enjoyable it would be to spend
several weeks in this place* It would make an
ideal spot for a honeymoon couple*
Below where I sat was a piece of waste ground
through which the ancient remains of a house
reared its head* Here a young cow-herd lay at
ease whilst two young heifers extracted exquisite
pleasure from scratching themselves against the
aged piles from the dead city* A sedate donkey
grazed near-by, and its foal gambolled like a lamb
in spring, butting its mother and teasing the
heifers*
The time came for me to leave, and I had to
tear myself away, for I must not be late for the ship*
A horrible thought occurred to me that my watch
might have stopped, and that I should see the ship
gliding down the canal, leaving me behind* But